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WHEN THE COMET STRIKES. 


T HAS been announced by a 
certain astronomer’ that 
there is a stray comet loose 
in the heavens, and in some 

quarters there is a good deal of 
discussion going on as to what 
will happen when it strikes us, 
if by some chance or other it 
comes our way at all. We have 
not been able to give the matter 
much attention as yet, but 
’ speaking offhand we should say 
that a great deal depends upon 
where it strikes, and when. If 
it strikes the New York subway 
during the rush hour, for in- 
stance, what will happen, briefly, will be that it will get its tail 
stepped on and will be mighty lucky if it reaches the end of its 
journey without having a great deal of its shine rubbed off, so that 
it won't look half as much like a comet as a feather-duster at the 
end of its third season. Again, if perchance it hits farther South, 
landing in Washington, it will doubtless find itself seized upon by 
the tariff-tinkers and incarcerated in a schedule taxing its caudal 
appendage out of existence on behalf of comets of domestic manu- 
facture. Should it land in Boston, the most obvious thing that will 
happen is that the Boston editors will criticise the literary style of 
its tail and refuse to publish it. If it were to strike in the vicinity 
of Coney Island, some enterprising manager will build a fence around 





it and exhibit it at ten cents a peep as the only live comet in cap- 
tivity; and finally, if it lands in Africa well, it won’t be anything 








new to Africa now. There is another comet down there of unrivaled 
brilliance, a practiced earth-)»umper that has hit this old world 
already in so many high spots that somehow or other we are no more 
afraid of comets nowadays than we are of taxicabs. Landing there, 
it will probably flicker, faint, and fade away, dying ultimately of 
jealousy because it can’t sell its tale for a dollar a word. Anyhow, 
we are not going to worry about it until it strikes us, and not then, 
for if it strikes us for more than we happen to have in our pockets 
at the time, we shall give it a shove and push it off into space again. 


YAPS AND YAWNS. 

HE TWO boards on the front and back of a sandwich man are 
considered almost certain signs of ill-luck in the business 
affairs of the wearer. 

Chauffeurs are not as a class superstitious, but they consider it 
bad luck to hear a police magistrate say, ‘‘ One hundred dollars, and 
thirty days in jail,’’ when they are themselves standing before the 
bar of justice. 

We understand that Mr. Wu Ting-Fang has been made _ lord 
rector of a Chinese school in Chicago. This is fine. Some night we 
shall expect to hear that the Chicagoans have been roused out of bed 
by the freshman class giving their school yell: 

Wu Wu Wu! 
Wow Wow Wow! 
Ting-Fang! Ting-Fang! 
Chow Chow Chow! 


Incidentally, while we do not look for a champion football team 
here, and expect little from these students on the water, we think 
they ought to win the billiard and pool championship if they handle 
their queues as expertly as they should. 


~ Fpowk! — 


rz ~ 


LOST !! 


Jupcr (to Christian Science)—‘** So you don't know where your mother is ?” 
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VACATION ‘TIME. 
The way the world seems to him since she has left. 
PUT THIS MONEY ON THE BLACK HORSE. WHAT'S IN A NAME? 
éé -— did you come to lose your money at the race-track?’’ Bell-boy (paging in a hotel café)—“ Mr. Dennis! Mr. Dennis!’ 
** IT bet on a black horse every time.”’ Drinkemup (thickly) —‘‘ Who ’d_ be fool enough to admit his 
** Why?’’ ; name was Dennis.”’ 
‘** Because a fe » I’d wini . ’ , 
—e< a fellow told me I’d win if I had my money on the SIRE was 0 youne lady named Nichols, 
dark horse. : 


Who was passionately fond of dill pichols. 
When I said, ‘‘ Have a dill?’’ 
She replied, ‘‘ Yes, I will. 
That’s just what my palate most tichols.’’ 


ECAUSE a man blows his own horn is no sign that he has music 
in his soul. 


DIRECT FROM THE WEATHER BUREAU AT WASHINGTON 





Rain of the Big Stick in Africa. Fair to-day in New York and Continued wind and hot air in Sun shine to-day to last 
most of the other States Nebraska. until Sunday 























JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 
BEATRICE PRENTICE, IN “*ON THE EVE.” 


A queen of mirth and jollity, 
Of arch and luring glance, 
With wit of rarest quality, 
With folly and frivolity, 
With song and merry dance. 


RANDOM SELECTIONS FROM THE UP-TO-DATE 
DICTIONARY. 

Motoring American method of committing man- 
slaughter. 

Railroading—American method of committing suicide. 

Simplified spelling Spelling by ear. 

Music—An expensive noise. (See opera.) 

Love—A literary confection. 

Justice (obsolete)—Term used by the ancients to desig- 
nate law. 

Federal laws—Crimes committed by Congress. 

lowa idea—Raise more corn, to feed more hogs, to buy 
more land, to raise more corn, etc. 

Race problem—Which horse shall I bet on? 

Leading a moral life—Keeping out of jail. 

Living the simple life—Serving a jail sentence. 

Common people—People who obey the laws. 

Teddy bears—Nature fakes. 

Real estate—A foreign substance usually found on the 
face of asmall boy. 

Graft-—An overcrowded occupation. 

Humor—A mixture of fact, farce, and fiction, with a 
pinch of spice and a touch of tickle-grass. 

Common sense—An uncommon sense. 


Life—An obstacle race against Time. W. B. KERR. 


THE SMART BOY. 


‘** How many capitals has New York ?”’ 
** One, of course, an’ it's Albany.’ 


THE ONLY ONE. 
éé ILLIAM,”’’ she 


shouted in a 

voice fit to com- 

mand a regi- 
ment, ‘‘ take your feet off the 
parlor table this very in- 
stant !’’ 

‘* Margaret, I want you 
to know,’’ he said in a voice 
that was surcharged with 
manly determination, ‘‘ that 
there is but one person in the 
world that I will allow to 
talk to me in that way.”’ 

‘*And who is that, sir, 
may I ask ?’’ 

‘Why, you, my dear,’’ 
he gently answered as he re- 
moved his feet from the 
table. 


A SPRING POEM. 
PRING is here, the grass 
is green, 
And flowerlets are seen; 
Sut all the odor we can smell 
Is auto gasoline. 


GOT HIM. 
éé AVE acigar? You’ll 
find it’s very good,’’ 
‘*No, thanks; I am not 
addicted to the vice.’’ 
‘** It isn’t a vice, or prob- 
ably you would be.’’ 


EPITAPH OF A 
FUNNY MANUSCRIPT. 
UDGE-D and found want- 
ing, 
By Life quite condemned, 
Puck-ered and Punch-ed to 
A pitiful end. 


MATTER OF FORM. 

Madqe—** Why is she go- 
ing to the mountains instead 
of the seashore ?’’ 

Marjorie ‘*She_ thinks 
she looks better in a peekaboo 
waist than in a bathing suit.’’ 





*“ Oh, ho, ho, New York has two capitals—capital N for New, and capital Y for York.”’ 











CAUGHT ON THE WING. 
* Gosh, Joe, your new house is a corker. No 
more rocking the children to sleep for you, eh, 
what ?"’ 


THE WAIL OF THE SOCIALIST BABY. 


HOSE little baby am I? 
Nobody seems to know. 
I’ve cooed and I’ve cried till 
I’ve almost died, 
But it doesn’t appear to go. 
For there isn’t any muzzer, 
And there aren’t any aunts, 
And I haven’t even a grandma to see thet \ 
boy needs pants. 


I haven’t any playthings, 
I haven’t any folks; 
I can’t quite frame a name I can claim— 
I’m as vague as a funny man’s jokes, 
I own everything around me, 
And every one here owns me, 
And it’s awfully kind of mixing, as I think 
you'll all agree. 


I’m everybody’s bruzzer, 
But nobody loves just me. 
I can pout or can smile in my own cutest style, 
But who’s there to watch and see? 
For nurse is a lot of women, 
That toss me to and fro, 
And there ain’t any special cuddle that a fel- 
low seems to know. 


And if any one wants to take me, 
I don’t think it could be wrong; 
I am lonely and sad, and I’m not very bad, 
And I'd mightily like to belong. 
For the earth and al! its riches 
Are as nothing to the bliss 
Of a pair of arms around you, and your ownest 
muzzer’s kiss. EMMA H. DE ZOUCHE. 


AN ICONOCLAST. 
66 BEFORE we were married,’’ sighs the 
trusting wife, ‘‘ you vowed that my 
slightest wish should be law.’’ 
‘* Hah!”’ sniffed the brutal husband, with- 
out looking up from his magazine. ‘‘ If you 
read the papers you ’d know there isn’t any 


” 


respect for law nowadays. 
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PREHISTORIC CIRCUS, 


AN INCIDENT AT THE PREHISTORIC CIRCUS. 


By an Eye-witness. 


ES, SIR,’’ said the Genial Philosopher, 
filling up his glass for an unnumbered 
time, ‘‘ I know what I am talking about. 
Man lives more than one life on this 
little old ball of joy and trouble that we 
call the earth. We needn’t think that 
just because we are getting near the end 
of our rope the earth is done with us for 
all time. 
the chances are that we’ll come again, 
and for my part I hope we will, for it’s 


If we’ve been here before, 





a pretty snug little cozy-corner after all.”’ 

‘* But how do you know this?”’ asked the Skeptic. ‘‘ Ever been 
here before yourself?’’ “ 

** Sure!’’ said the Genial Philosopher. ‘‘ How would I remem- 
ber things that took place whole centuries before I was born if I 
hadn’t?’’ 

Here the old fellow laughed and slapped his knee gleefully. 

** By gorry,’’ he cried ecstatically, ‘‘ I guess if it wasn’t so, I 
couldn’t remember a prehistoric circus I went to back in the a. m. 
of time with my old friend Billie Stonemug. Lord save us, what a 
day that was! Billie and I played hookey from the quarry, where 
we were being taught to chisel out our autographs on slabs of stone, 
and skipped off to the circus. The manager happened to be a little 











THE 


DIFFERENCE. 
**’There 's a lot of difference between an auto and a horse.”’ 


“Right you are. ‘They kick at different ends.” 





short-handed that day and he let us in free for services rendered. I 
agreed to hold the hoop in the antediluvian Marathon, while Billie, 
who was a rash youth even for the stone age, undertook to ride the 
Educated Pip. Poor kid! You see, the race was for the Go As You 
Please Championship of Prehistoria, and the animals had been in 
training for it for three thousand years. I thought it was sufficient 
honor to be allowed to hold the hoop, but Billie had always been a 
sort of bronco-buster, anyhow, and nothing short of playing the 
jockey would do for him. Well, the first eighty thousand miles were 
run off in three days, and at one time the Elephoodle was ahead, and 
a little later the Alligaturtle managed to sneak the lead, and then 
the two-horned Wallagazoo took the first place, with the Educated 
Pip always last, largely because he insisted on flying the other way.’’ 
Y 


‘Oh, the Educated Pip was a bird, eh?’”’ asked the Skeptic. 
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A WOMAN’S WEIGH. 











‘* Yes, of course he was,’’ retorted the Genial Philosopher. 
‘*Don’t you know enough about botany to understand that much? 
They had to fasten the Pip to the pole with a rope tied to his right 
leg to keep him from flying out of the ring, and I’m blest if I know 
how Billie managed to keep aboard of him; but he did until just 
toward the finish, when the rope broke and the poor kid was flung 
out into space like a bean out of a bean-snapper, going at the rate 
of five hundred miles an hour. Whatever became of the bird 
nobody ever could find out, and it wasn’t until six thousand years 
later when I met Billie back on earth again that I learned what 
happened to him either.’’ 

‘*You met him six thousand years later, did you?’’ asked the 
Skeptic. 

** Yes,’’ said the Genial Philosopher, 
I come back about once in a thousand years, and this 


‘* It was during my sixth 
time on earth. 
time I was a Roman soldier under Julius Cwsar, and I met Billie 
walking into the senate house one morning. He'd just been elected 
to the senate from the third ward. We recognized each other in- 
stantly, and when I asked him what had happened to him after we 
saw him go sailing off into the air ten miles ahead of the Pip, he 
confessed that he had only a bare recollection of the incident, but 
recalled that after flying through space for about a hundred and 


fifty years he landed head first on Mars. 


So 


he 
eS ee 





AT DANDY LION PARK. 




















A SUMMER YARN. 


Hue—** Charlie was kissing you in the hammock.”’ 
Prue—‘* No, he wasn't. ‘lhose smacks you heard were when he 
killed mosquitoes. *’ 


‘* Fine!’’ ejaculated the Skeptic. ‘‘ And tell me, did he find Mars 
inhabited?’’ 

‘**T asked him that,’’ replied the Genial Philosopher, ‘‘ and he 
said he didn’t know, because the force of the blow of his head on the 
planet knocked him senseless and he did not recover consciousness 
again during that period of existence.’’ 

There was a prolonged silence following this narration, which 
the Genial Philosopher broke himself finally. 

‘1 couldn’t remember that if I hadn’t been here before, could 
I?’’ he said. 

‘*No,’’ said the Skeptic, ‘‘ I doubt if you could 
unless you ’’—— 

He hesitated. 

‘* Unless I what’?’’ demanded the Philosopher. 

** Not unless you'd had ten or eleven highballs,’’ said the Skep- 


that is—not 


tic. 
‘Then it’s proved,’’ said the Genial Philosopher; ‘‘ because I 
Why, it isn’t four o’clock 


HORACE DODD GASTIT. 


haven't had more than seven or eight. 


yet!”’ 


GOOD jab of the scribe’s pen is a thrust that the editor wel- 
comes to his heart. 




















THE YARNS OF CAPTAIN FIBB. 
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y Well, one Sunday mornin’ we comes 3. —— When we got inside we saw somethin’ 4. Well, bimeby the ship turns around 


in sight of a monstrous big iceberg shaped jist that paralyzed us! ‘here wuz rows and rows of — and sails out ag’in, and every one of them hard 
like a church with a big openin’ in front. Bust solemn penguins and sea lions and things, and the — ened sailors puts up their right hand and lays the 
me if we didn’t head right fer it, jist like a vast icy edifice was filled with a heavenly music — left over their hearts and solemnly swears never to 
magnet, and pretty soon we sails right inter the ‘comin’ from a choir of mermaids and a troup of — touch another drop, chaw to-bacco, or say another 
openin’.— musical seals! Blow me if it wuzn’t awsome.—- cuss word fer the rest of their born days.”’ 
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THE POT AWAITS HIM. 


Cannibal king—“ 1 don’t wish to hurry you, my friend, but as soon as you are through, will have dinner 
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CAUGHT WITH ‘THE GOODS, 


** Hogan's cow bruk into the strawberry patch this mornin’, sorr, an’ it’s hivvy damages ye sh’uld git from him.” 
* It's no use, Patrick He “ll be sure to swear it was somebody else’s cow,’’ 


Lhe divil a bit, sorr; he can't. Oj shut the baste in there fur ividence.”’ 


INQUIRING FRIENDS. 


HAT did you do with my 
hat? Yes, I’m going out. 
(Sneeze.) I know it, but 
Sam Cobb has sent for me, 
and he thinks he’s the only 
one that’s (lwo sneezes) 
sick. Get my cane, will 
you? I know it’ll make me 
worse, but never mind. 
Yes, I’ve got a clean hand- 
kerchief -one in my coat, 
two in my hip, and one in 
my hand. (Three sneezes.) 
I wish you wouldn’t make 
me talk. I wish you could 
have the hay fever just five 





minutes. I want my smoked 
glasses. Of course I'll 
keep in the shade. Don’t you suppose I know anything ? 

**Good-morning, Mrs. White. What’s that? Oh, no; it isn’t a 
cold. It’s the hay fever. Didn't you know I had it? Well, I wish 
I didn’t know it either. Well, I don’t feel funny. Yes, l’ve tried 
Mentholatum. Yes, it is hot, but I was obliged to come out this 
morning. Good-day, madam. 

** Morning, George. (Sneeze.) Yes, I’m still holding my nose. 
(Sneeze.) You see what happens when I don’t. Yes, sir, I’ve had 
it thirty years. No, not athing. It does seem as if somebody’d get 
something after a while. But the doctors are all too busy (two 
sneezes) curing leprosy, consumption, tetanus, and cancer to pay any 
attention to hay fever, and I had rather have any one of ’em for 
three weeks than the hay fever. (Four sneezes.) 

**Good-morning, Mrs. Bates. No; it’s the hay fever. Thank 
you. Yes, thirty years. No, nothing. (Taking off glasses, wiping 
eyes, blowing nose.) Yes, I've tried most everything. Yes, the 
dust is bad. Yes, so is goldenrod. (Three sneezes.) Excuse me, 
but I’m in a hurry. 


** Good-morning, Miss Siggins. Oh, no, it isn’t a cold. It’s 
the earache. Yes, I think laudanum would help it, but I’m afraid 
to take enough. Yes, pretty bad. No, [ ought not, but I was 
obliged to, on business. Well, I thought I was going to Sam Cobb’s, 
but I know now Lamnot. (Three sneezes.) I’m going to (sneeze) 
the printing office. Good-day. 

** Good-morning, Mr. Editor. (Three sneezes.) I want (sneeze) 
to put a notice (suecze) in the paper. (Three sneezes, wiping eyes 
and nose.) No, I can’t write it. Can’t you see that I can’t see, 
nor hear, nor taste, nor smell, nor anything else but sneeze? Wait 
till I find a fresh handkerchief and get my breath, and then I want 
to dictate to your stenographer. All right. (Four sneezes.) Now. 
(Wiping glasses, eyes, and nose.) 

(To stenographer.) ‘* Now take just what I say, word for word, 
and don’t ask me over. The Lord knows it’s hard enough to say it 
once, 

** Rushville, September 10th. 

** Mr. Jason Henry Skinner wishes to announce to all inquiring 
friends that he has the hay fever. Not aJune cold or rose fever, 
but the hay fever. He has had it thirty years. He has tried every 
remedy known to man (also woman), except the White Mountains 
and an ocean voyage, neither of which he can afford. Dust is very 
bad for him, so is smoke, so is buckwheat, ditto goldenrod, ragweed, 
all flowers, heat, and many other things. He is the most comfortable 
when he is alone and perfectly quiet and cool, with ice water running 
down his throat, and with salve on his eyes and ointment in his nose. 
But they only relieve him temporarily. He didn’t go away this 
year. His hay fever usually begins the 20th of August and lasts 
until the first frost, and then it leaves him with a cough. He has 
put himself to a great deal of discomfort to make this statement, 
and he respectfully requests that his friends kindly refrain from 
asking him any more questions on the subject.”’ ADA T. DRAKE. 


AN AMATORY ANSWER. 


“cc I YOU would only please to ery, 
I'd kiss your tears away,’’ quoth I. 
She blushed, then hung her lovely head, 
And with a whisper slyly said 
(That she wou/d ery I was quite sure!), 
‘* Prevention ’s better far than cure!”’ 
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THE MEMOIRS OF HORACE MAC FUDD, G. D.S. 


THE HUMOR OF DICKENS. 


T WAS in 1863 that I 
first met Charles 
Dickens. The author | 
of ‘‘ Pickwick’’ w 
walking down Picca- 
dilly, in London, one 
bright summer morn- 
ing. I was headed in 
the opposite direc- 
tion, and, being very 
much abstracted over 

















osition I had undertaken to solve for 
one of my pupils at the Overhorst 
Academy, of which I was at that time 
head master, I ran headfirst into the 
novelist. 

‘I beg your pardon,’’ said I, remov- 
ing my billycock hat as I recognized the 
great literary genius of the hour. 

‘* Don’t mention it,’’ said Dickens, as 
he passed on. 

It was not so much the humor of his 
retort as his manner—let me say at 
once an indescribable manner—of speak- 
ing the words that seemed to me so de- 
liciously apt, and, while full of sly 
humor, still courteous and_ kindly. 
Although I never saw the novelist again, 


? 








| have always cherished the recollec- 
tion of that friendly little passage at 
arms. 


A CONVERSATION WITH GLADSTONE. 


I was but a lad of twenty when I met 
the great Commoner. I had come only 
recently to London, and my one dissi- 
pation was riding on the thrippenny | 
‘bus from Hampstead out as far as 
Stoke-Willigus and back on Saturday 
afternoons. Imagine my delight when, 
one day late in May, I found myself sit- 
‘ing next to Mr. Gladstone on the top 
pf the ’bus. He was apparently much | 
occupied with a book he was reading, | 
and I hesitated to interrupt him, al- 
though I fully realized that an oppor- 


AN OLD TIMER 
HAS HAD EXPERIENCES. 

A woman who has used Postum since | 
lit came upon the market knows from 
experience the wisdom of using Postum 
in place of coffee if one values health 
and a clear brain. She says: l 

‘At the time Postum was first put 
on the market I was suffering from | 
Inervous dyspepsia, and my physician 
lhad repeatedly told me not to use tea or| 
coffee. Finally I decided to take his | 
advice and try Postum. I got a package 
and had it carefully prepared, finding it | 
delicious to the taste. So I continued 
its use, and very soon its beneficial ef- 
fects convinced me of its value, for I 
got well of my nervousness and dyspep- 
sia. 

‘ My husband had been drinking coffee 
all his life until it had affected his 
nerves terribly, and I persuaded him to 
shift to Postum. It was easy to get 
him to make the change, for the Postum 
delicious. It certainly worked 
‘wonders for him. 

' “*We soon learned that Postum does 
not exhilarate or depress and does not 
stimulate, but steadily and honestly 
strengthens the nerves and the stomach. 

‘*'To make a long story short, our en- 
tire family continued to use Postum with 
satisfying results as shown in our fine 
condition of health, and we have noticed 
4 rather unexpected improvement in 
brain and nerve power.’’ 

Increased brain and nerve power al- 
ways follows the use of Postum in place 
of coffee, sometimes in a very marked 
manner. ‘* There’s a Reason.’’ 
| Look in packages for the famous lit- 
tle hook, ‘‘ The Road to Wellville.”’ 
| Ever read the above letter? Anew one 
appears from time to time. They are gen- 
wine, true, and full of human interest. 





is 


so 





a mathematical prop- | 


tunity to speak with such a man might 
never come to me again. ‘Suddenly a 
long-deferred shower of rain began to 
fall, but the statesman still read on, and 
I saw that my opportunity had really 
arrived. 

‘*Excuse me for interrupting you, 





sir,’’ I observed, tapping him gently 
jon the arm; ‘‘but it is beginning to 


He looked up pleasantly and smiled. 
| ‘* By Jupiter!’’ he ejaculated. ‘‘ So 
it is!’’ Whereupon he rose from his 
seat and left the omnibus, returning to 
London in a four-wheeler. 

I was very much impressed by the 
readiness with which he met what prom- 
ised to be an uncomfortable situation 


si 


'—a quality which more than once in 


after life was characteristic of his pub- 
lic service, than which there has been 
no greater in our history in the last 


century. 


ANECDOTE OF TENNYSON. 


'met him again and reminded him of it, 


which I never did. 
A MEETING WITH NAPOLEON THE THIRD. 
I have always been glad that I was 
once privileged to meet Napoleon the 
Third, because I was a great admirer 
of his uncle, Napoleon the First. One 
in my station in life seldom comes into 
contact with royalty, andin after years, 
when we reach the reminiscent stage, 
the occasional meetings of this kind that 
one has been permitted to enjoy stand 
out conspicuously in the retrospect. It 
was when he was in the heyday of his 
power that the Emperor and I met one 
afternoon in the Champs Elysée. He | 
was 


with the Empress Eugénie, and in some 


way or other I managed to get in the! 


royal way to such an extent that the 
first of the four horses attached to the 
Emperor’ s equipage knocked me down. 
The equerries were for stopping at 
once, but the Emperor leaned forward 
and in commanding tones bade the 


It can hardly be said, without a de-| driver to drive on. 


parture from the strict lines of fact, 
that I ever became intimate with Alfred, 
Lord Tennyson. Indeed, we met only 
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‘“‘He had no business to get in the 


way,’’ I heard him say to the Empress, 
as the carriage passed over me. 
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ACHIEVE GREATNESS.”’ 


** Feeling that few men die with Fame smiling upon them, 
I can now rest content. 


once. It was at a famous debate in the 
House of Commons, between Lord Bea- 
consfield and Mr. Gladstone, of whose 
friendship I have already spoken. The 
debate was over, and on the way out of 
the Parliament building I inadvertently 
stepped on the laureate’s foot. 
grin was deep, and I tried to put it into 


proper speech. | 


‘There is such a crowd!’’ I ventured. 
‘It is hardly possible to see where one 
is going.’’ 

Sut there was no response. Merely 
a glance of the eye greeted me as I 
spoke, and then he 
was soon on the other side of the corri- 
dor. And yet I understood. The genius 
that had produced so many and such 
vastly subtle impressions by a mere sug- 
gestion was in that glance, and I knew 
all that he would have said had he 
phrased it in words. A soul had spoken 
to another soul not through the medium 
of. language, but by that intangible, 
sympathetic something that goes deeper, 
more unerringly to the heart. It was a 
great moment in my life, though I do not 
suppose Lord Tennyson would have re- 
membered it in later years had I ever 


In answering advertisements please 


leney in not having me arrested, 


My cha- | 


turned away, and | 


I have never ceased to think aad 
pride upon his majesty’s gracious clem- 
and it 
thrills even my grandchildren when I 
tell them this little story and they 
realize that I, their undistinguished 
ancestor, a man of humble birth, was 
once the subject of a 
tween a great Emperor and his imperial 
spouse, HORACE DODD GASTIT. 


BACK NUMBERS WANTED. 


HE following issues of JupGE are 

wanted to complete a set of files, 

and the editor will be glad to have from 

subscribers or others, who desire to dis- 

pose of their books, full information 

concerning the binding, condition of 
papers, price, ete. : 

June 24, December 2 and 30, 1882; 
February 17, May 5, and June 23, 1883; 
December 13, 1884; September 5 and 
19, 1885; May 12, 1888; May 17 and 
July 5, 1890; § se pte smber 12 and Decem- 
ber 5, 1891; December 17, 1892; Febru- 
ary 17, 1894; February 9, 1895; Oc tober 
30, 1897; 


8, 1900. 


mention JupGe. It will be appreciated. 


driving in his imperial carriage | 


conversation be- | 


February 24 and September 





Don’t 
be content 


with our Say-So— 


TRY 
EVANS’ 
ALE 


We'll take our chances of 
making you a loyal member 
of our Sunshine League. 
IDEAL SUMMER BEVERAGE. 


In “Splits” as well as regular size. 
LEADING DEALERS AND PLACES, 





SUCH IS FAME. 


Mr. J. J. Hocker—We are pleased to 

accept your manuscript entitled 
(one joke). 

Payment for accepted articles will be 
made in due course. A continuance of 
your favor is cordially invited. 

Very truly yours, 

Editor Grudge. 
(From the Hockerville Clarion, May 19th.) 

Mr. Jason Jared Hocker, one of the 
most talented of our community’s lit- 
erary set, announces the sale of a manu- 
script to a well-known New York pub- 
lishing house. Mr. Hocker states that 
his publishers are so impressed with the 
unusual quality of his work that he has 
been urgently requested to favor them 
with his future output. It is the au- 
thor’s wish that the amount of remu- 
neration be withheld from publication 


his panama hat. NED BARNEY. 


HY PAY. STORAGE ? 
Pawn Your Furs for the Summer 
DREIBALLS, HOCK & COMPANY — 


“CHANGED CONDITIONS. 


The New Woman bowed her head on 
her desk and groaned aloud. 

‘“‘What is it, my dear?’’ tenderly 
pleaded her husband, as he entered her 
office. 

‘‘Your extravagance, Henry, will 
drive me into bankruptcy,’’ she said 
sternly. ‘‘I have provided you with 
everything, but this is the limit,’’ and 
she drew from a pigeon-hole the bill for 
his panama hat. 


What makes women so good is Bins 
to shame men out of being bad.- 


Philip Morris 


ORIGINAL CS een 





LONDON 





All other particular 
people smoke them— 
Why shouldn’t you P 


CAMBRIDGE 


regular size 


25c 
35c 


AMBASSADOR 


after-dinner size 


** The Little Brown Box’’ 

















TRY a cooling fresh fruit pudding the 
next warm day. 


@ The simple ingredients are: A custard of eggs, milk 
and Kingsford’s Corn Starch, poured over berries or any 
fresh fruit, and put on the ice to thoroughly chill. One 
box of berries will serve the whole family. 

@ Good cooks know scores of Summer uses for 


KINGSFORD'S CORN STARCH 


It makes ice cream far smoother and finer grained. Some time, 
instead of dairy cream---try "mock cream" on fruits. Make 
it of Kingsford’s, a little milk and fruit juice. The book tells. 
@ A Word to Kingsford Friends---Send us the name of any 
young housewife who thinks that Corn Starch is used only 
for puddings or desserts; we will send her our new little 
Book (/. F.), "What a Cook Ought to Know About Corn 
Starch." We will gladly mail you without cost a copy too 
if you like. 
T. KINGSFORD & SON, OSWEGO, N. Y. 


NATIONAL STARCH CO., Successors 


REWARD OF THE FAITHFUL SERVANT. THE LATE EMPLOYE. 

The Merchant Prince had sent for the The boss looked at the applicant 
Faithful Clerk, who confronted his mas- And asked, ‘‘ Where did you work?’’ 
ter tremblingly. He answered, ‘‘Late with Blank & 

**Jenkins,’’ said the Merchant Prince, Blank,’”’ 

“‘you have been in my employ for And smirked a silly smirk. 


twenty-five years.”’ 
‘*Yes, sir, faltered the Faithful He got the job, was late each day; 


Clerk. = wes The boss was mad, quoth he, 
l'wenty-five years to-day, is It not’ «yoy may have been ‘late with Blank & 
‘Yes, sir. Thank you, sir, for re- Blank.’ 
membering ut. y But you can’t be late with me.”’ 
“Tut, tut! You have been an honor Lippincott’s Maguzine 


to the house.’’ 
‘*Thank you again, sir.”’ 


**You have proved yourself worthy of A PROPOSAL. 


my confidence.”’ A love-smitten youth who was study- 
“Oh, sir!”’ ing the approved methods of proposal 
‘*You have grown gray in my service.’’ asked one of his bachelor friends if he 
**Yes, sir.” thought that a young man should pro- 


‘Jenkins, as a slight token of my pose to a girl on his knees. 
recognition of this fact | have a present “If he doesn’t,’’ replied his friend, 
for you. Pray accept this bottle of hair- | ‘‘the girl should get off.’’—Eve rybody’s 
dye !"’—Woman’s Home Companion, Magazine. 


IMILLER-MILWAUKEE 





REARING CHILDREN. 


The custom of leaving inheritances in 
trust goes a long way toward solving 
the problem of rearing children. For- 
merly it was thought best to educate 
children so they could take up affairs 
where their fathers left off, or even be- 
fore. 

This is no longer necessary, and 
schools may soon be disbanded alto- 
gether, for now a child need know noth- 
ing but chorus girls and best-sellers in 
order to live a happy and contented life. 
As for knowing anything about affairs, 
perish the thought! They need not soil 
their hands with mundane matters be- 





even this may be turned over to private 
secretaries. 

Thus will future generations become 
specialized spending cells, able to live 
off incomes or, if whimsical, off the in-! 
terest of incomes, the source of which 
need not obtrude themselves upon their 
consciousnesses. 
| It is a gay prospect.—Ellis O. Jones 
jin Life. 


HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN SOMEBODY. 
(Cordially Inscribed to the People Who Applaud and 
Who, All Too Seldom, Are Applauded.) 
| He might have been an author and have 

written many pages 

| To blossom for a little hour and molder 
down the ages. 

| He was clever, he was cultured, he was 
traveled, he could write; 

But the product of his genius never 
seemed to seek the light. 








| yond indorsing checks occasionally, and | 


/You seldom saw his name attached to| 


} ‘Letters to the Press,’’ 


'But he always wrote a gentle word to 


soothe a friend’s distress; 

And when he was in Petersburg, and 
Pekin, and in Rome, 

Instead of writing ‘‘travels,’’ he was 
writing letters home. 


He might have been an orator and 
| wielded words of flame 
To illuminate the nation and to glorify 
his name, 
He was able, he was tactful, he was 
eloquent of speech; 
But he did not spread the eagle and re- 
joice to hear it screech. 
Seldom on the public platform did he 
ever play a part, 
But he always had a happy word to help 
a heavy heart; 
And perhaps his cheerful speeches were 
too simple for the stump, 
But they made a fallen friend forget 
he’d even had a bump. 


He might have been a scholar with a 
string of high degrees, 
And have found some hidden meaning in 
a play of Sophocles; 
But, instead of ever studying the dim 
and ancient letter, 
He was studying his little world, and 
how to make it better 
How to dosome little kindness, common 
to the passing eye, 
tut which the hurried rest of us had 
noted—and passed by. 
He might have been somebody on some 
self-encircled plan, 
If he hadn’t been so busy being some- 
thing of a man. 
—KEdmund Vance Cooke in Sunday Mag- 
azine, 
COULDN'T THEN. 
‘“‘I would like mightily to enjoy 
riches.”’ 
“Then why don’t you try to marry 


»r? 


‘em? 
‘As I said, I want to enjoy ’em.’’ 
Kansas City Times, 


GIVEN WITHOUT THE ASKING. 
| Mrs, Hennpecke ‘“*‘What do you 
mean, sir, by telling Mrs. Torker’s 
husband you never ask my advice about 
anything?”’ 
Hennpecke—‘Well, Marie, I don’t; 
you don’t wait to be asked.’’—Life. 
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Bernueim Distittinc Co., Louisvitte. 














IT’S NO JOKE 


When you're John or “SHE!” 
To Undergo the Third Degree. 


James Montgomery Fla 

















Copyright, lw, by Judge Co 


“THE THIRD DEGREE” 


When John Produces His Fiancee. 


PRICE 50 CENTS. 


_” ENTIRELY new pres 
entation of an old. story. 
Cleverly drawn by the country’s 


best-known society artist. 


| JUDGE COMPANY 


225 Fifth Avenue NEW YORK 


RHEUMATISM & GOUT 





PROMPTLY RELIEVED BY. 


THE ENGLISH REMEDY i 


oral 
tae SY 


OR 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN.N.Y. 






















CANADIANS in the United States are respect 
fully requested to create 4 
demand for Gooderham & Worts Canadist 
Whiskey. Stock carried in the Warehouses 4 
Wakem & McLaughlin, Chicago. 
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~—Exc 


While Rock. 


**The World’s Best Table Water.”’ 


Richard's Poor Almanack,” the hit of 1908. Be ouetii! ~' and 
Address White Rock, Flatiron Bldg., N. Y. 





Now ready, 1909 edition of the famous “ 
illustrated humorous book. Sent for 0c. 














—'PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD 
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Humor of the Magazines 




















TOURS TO YELLOWSTONE PARK 
ALASKA-YUKON-PACIFIC EXPOSITION 
AND THE CANADIAN ROCKIES 


In the heart of the Rocky Mountains lies one of nature’s rich- 
est treasure-houses—the Yellowstone National Park. It is America’s 
greatest show ground. To visit this Park is to see nature in a variety 
of rare and majestic moods. 

The Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition, at Seattle this summer, 
will be one of the finest shows of its kind, reflecting the wonderful 
progress of that territory which was, but a few years since, a 
wilderness. 


BETTER LATE THAN EARLY. TO,FATHER TIME. 


HERE isacertain young Backward, turn backward, oh, Time, in 
Broad Street broker | thy flight! 
whose recent sad ex- | Give us an autoless day and a night. 
perience in endeavor- | Give us a ‘‘yellow’’ sans headlines to 
ing to pull the wool sean, 
over his wife’s eyes| A rustleless skirt, and a hustleless man, 
has led him to de-|A babe teddy-bearless, a microbeless 
clare ‘‘never again.’’ kiss, 

Now, it is the A fistic fight fakeless, a straight-front- 
broker’s custom to| less miss, 
take a five-thirty|A giggleless 
suburban train, thus than that !— | 
enabling him toreach A summer-clad college man wearing 7 

his home in Westchester in ample time hat! 
for the early dinner that both he and his I know, Father Time, [that I’m ating 











schoolgirl, and—better 











wife like. too much, ° ‘ ‘ . : , 
The other day he fell. Meeting an But turn to a day ere a dinner was The Canadian Rockies, glorious in scenery, displaying new 
old college mate, he yielded to the lat- lunch. wonders in every mile as one penetrates the great canyons through 
- ter’s entreaties for an evening in town. Swing back to an age peroxideless for | which the railroad runs, combine the beauty of the Alps and the 
ws The next step was, of course, to tele- | hair— 4 
graph the wife, which he did in these An zon ere ‘‘rats’’ made their rendez- | grandeur of the Himalayas. 
famines | yous there— On August 14 and September 4, personally-conducted tours 
~~ Unavoidably detained. Missed the An _ old-fashioned breakfast without | through the Yellowstone Park; to Portland and Seattle, for a visit to 
; five-thirty. Home later. | Shredded Hay, . og . A , . 
When hubby finally did show up, he A season when farmers went whineless the Exposition, and returning through the Canadian Rockies, will 
observed an expression on the counte- a day, leave the East by special trains over the Pennsylvania Railroad. 
nance of his spouse that argued the fail-, A burgh moving-pictureless—ah, what | Five and one-half days will be spent in the Park, one day in 
ure of his little fib. a treat! ; " : 
‘‘What’s the trouble, dear?’ he asked, A gumless-girl town and a trolleyless Portland, two days in Seattle, one day on Puget Sound, going by 
with an affected nonchalance. | street. steamer from Seattle to Vancouver, part of a day at Vancouver, one 
Without a word the wife handed him I’m asking too much, but I pray, Daddy day at Laggan, one day at Banff, and sight-seeing trips will be made 
. the telegraph slip, indicating with her| Time, . ‘ . . ‘ A 
‘ forefinger the words: For days when a song had both substance in St. Paul and Chicago. Fach tour will cover a period of twenty 
=> ‘‘Received at four-forty-five.’’—Lip- and rhyme! two days. 
pincott’s Magazine. —The Bohemian, The rate, which will cover all necessary expenses except 
rT OTHER DAYS, OTHER FIGURES. A MEAN MAN. luncheons in Seattle, will be $246 from New York, and proportionate 
‘ Oh, where are the maidens of on | Jrate barber (to customer, as he seats rates from other points. 
i j irt- ist. te im i air)—** 2@ ‘ H “* eae ° e,° 
cee. pag Fo hs ee ee a pone You see that guy going Persons desiring to utilize these exceptional opportunities to 
“= bd J ) H — ege ~ °,° 
“They are gone,’’ we lament with glint! (Cystomer—‘‘Yes. What of it?’’ visit the Yellowstone Park and the Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition, 
of tear, oo , Irate barber—‘‘ He’s the meanest man should apply for Pullman space early, as the parties will be limited. 
i Address C. Studds, D. P. A., 263 Fifth Avenue, New York, Geo. W. 
. “stomer— 14 § ? H ~ . 7 . . . 
pres’ f Oh, where are the visions of nineteen) Jyate barber—Why, the scounrdel Boyd, General Passenger Agent, Broad Street Station, Philadelphia, 
tory. eight, | ‘ — sat in my chair for half an hour and Pa., or consult nearest Ticket Agent. 
, With their chic waist-lines and el- peyer told me he was deaf.”’ Kvery- 
try § bows slim? 


They are too far and away out of date, 
tut we sigh for a glimpse of their 
form so trim. 


| body’s Magazine. | 
| 


MATHEMATICS MADE EASY. 
Little Doris could not count beyond 


four. One day, when she was showing 
Arms browned by the sun no more do me five berries that she had picked, I 
NY we see, asked, ‘‘How many have you, Doris?’’ 


ORK 








Nor shoulders so dainty and white 
and fair; 
For sleeves by the yard are now fashion’s 
decree 
And man and old Sol are both in de- 
spair. 
For summers agone the heart of us pines, 
When Helen’s neat figure was second 
to none; 
For now in a gown, with all-vertical 
lines, | 
looks for the world the 


She like 


Her brows puckered a moment, then 
dimpling with smiles, she answered, | 
‘Wait till I eat one, then I’1l tell you!’’ 


— Woman’ 8 Home Companion, 


A POETICAL TIP. 

Should it be your one ambition to write a 
humorous verse, pick out an ancient 
subject, and express in language 
terse. The editor may reject 
it, if the meter’s out of 

joint; but if you fash- 
ion it like this, 




















A GIRL’S WAY. 


It was a sweltering summer after- | 
Algernon sat in the hammock and | 


noon. 


, 


she protested. 
*“*You are, Claire,’’ he insisted. 
‘‘And I say just as positively that I . 


‘“‘T am not, Algie,’ 


numeral one! , Claire occupied a wicker chair. She am not.’’ 
—Munsey’s Magazine. he'll —_ was very pretty, and Algernon was, ‘‘Claire, Claire,’’ he cried, ‘‘how can 
WELL DEFINED. = ; - hopelessly in love with her. He was! you say that when you know you have 
—- almost in despair as he sat looking at treated me like’’—-— 


Teacher-—‘‘ Johnny, do you know what 
ablotter is?’’ 
Johnny—‘*Yessum. It’s de t’ing wot 
youse hunts fer while de ink gets dry.’’ 
~Exchange. | 


—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


A few dashes of Abbott's Bitters on sliced oranges 
makes a delectable dish. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 


“~ playing with his heart, and he knew | 


Oh, Claire,’’ he pleaded, ‘‘why are 


| you so cold?’’ 


It will be appreciated. 


‘‘Oh,’’ she interrupted, fanning her- 
self lazily meanwhile, ‘‘I thought you 
were talking about the weather, Algie.’’ 
--Lippincott’s Magazine. 








The wise and discriminat- > 
ing man selects a stimu 

lant that he kmews to be 

all Real Genuine Whiskey. The 


Government of the U. 5. prints 
upon the “Green Stamp” which 
seals every bottle of 


Sunny Brook 


E FOOD 


Whiskey 


the exact Age, Proof and Quan- 
tity of whiskey within the ox 
Its purity, mellowness and flavor 
comes enly from perfect distilling 
and perfect ageing. Ask for it. 


Sunay Brook Distillery Co. 


Jetierson Ce. 
Ky. 








THOUSAND 
ISLAND HOUSE 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 
NEW YORK 


THE VENICE OF AMERICA 


Opens June 20th. Fish- 
ing, boating, golf, etc. 


Send for booklet to 


0. G. STAPLES 


Owner and Proprictor 











Pears 


The goodness in Pears’ 
Soap is an antidote for all 
bad complexions. 

For goodness sake use 
Pears’. 


Sold in America and elsewhere. 





MENNEN’S 


BORATED TALCUM 


TOILET 


POWDER 
After Shaving. 


Insist that your barber ts 
T t Powe after he shay 


you. it 





ie Antiveptic, and will prevent any of th kin diseases often 
contracted. A pestis lief for Priekly Heat, Chafing and 
Seaburn, and all afflictions of the skis Removes all « 

of perspirat Hiet Mennen's --th ginal Sold every 
where : 25 Sample free 





GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J. 








PUZZLE CONTEST “Drink it for fH 


Open to all, whether subscribers to JUDGE or not. Glin and ! 
Contentment” | 


There is no charge or consideration of any kind other 
than your ability to work out the six names and to 
write the very brief article about JUDGE 





Each of the first five pictures represents some bird. The sixth picture | 
represents some product advertised in this issue of JupGr. Can you name the 
five birds and tell us what the product is? If so, write these six names down} 
and send them to us with a little article—not over one hundred words—about | 
what joke you like best (and why) in this issue of JupGE. For your skill 
in solving the puzzles and in writing the article JupGe will send $10 for the E ’ 
best reply received at the office before August Ist, 1909. To those sending the First in 
next twenty best replies with correct or nearest correct solutions Judge's Library | lit d 
will be sent free for one year. To those who send in the next best twenty replies | OTe: I y an 

Character 


: ie cole 
as above, a year’s subscription to our monthly magazine of fun, Sis Hopkins’ Own 
Book, will be given. Simply for your convenience the margin of this page may | 








be used to write the article on. Use a separate piece of paper or this page, as) RCaiitaiil aed lita alata 


may suit your convenience, 








Al Z 

BEER 

Order a case sent home 
Ask for it at fi 3 Club, Cafe 


or 
insist on “‘Bilatz.’’ 
—_—_———— 
Correspondence invited direct. 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO., MILWAUKEF 


EVERY WOMAN 


is interested and should 
know about the won. 


oe MARVEL 


WHIRLING SPRAY 


DOUCHE 









































Ask your drug- 
gist for it. If 
he cannot sup- 
ply the MARVEL, accept 
no other, butsend stamp for 
illustrated book—sealed. 
It gives full particulars and directions 
invaluable to ladies. Address 


MARVEL CO., 44 East 23d Street, New York 
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SANTAL ae 


Each capsule bears the ¢ 


name 077” 4 
Beware of MIDY 4 
counterfeits. 4 


Sold by all drneviats. 4 
‘w~vrrvrvewvw#eswerTrfrfefft't?TTvT7" 
le hi hh hi hi hi hn he he he De he he he he he be he be A 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 


all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.”” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 
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FOR MEN OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


-MADE AT KEY WEST— 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos, 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


Miss Weldon, limited ex- 
EUROPE. : 18 don, unlimit e 


erience, chaperons young 
Y : ladiesabroad. Very highest references. Jress Six- 
Send ned reply oe Puzzle Editor, Bird Contest teen South Suighton Avenea, Aaianee Gite, N. J. 


JUDGE PRARBERS MAKE SIDE MONEY 
The best thing out. _Travel anywhere and 


| 
. ° ke good money. ‘rite at once 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City | seme s G COMPANY. Dept. 13, ELYRIA, OHIO. 
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@orrieo ar rue Sprincs. Buoa Pest, HUNGARY 


MARRY IN HASTE. 


Presentation, conversation, animation, 
admiration, 

Agitation, fascination, infatuation, 
idealization, 

Declaration, application, affirmation, 
precipitation, 

Sensation, combination, preparation, 
elation, 

Donation, celebration, solemnization, 


jubilation, 

Tintinnabulation, collation, delectation, 
vacation, 

Peregrination, perambulation, rustica- 
tion, allocation, 

Installation, habitation, decoration, vis- 


itation, 

Culmination, stagnation, alteration, dis- 
putation, 

Calculation, irritation, alienation, de- 
testation, 

Desperation, alleviation, restoration, 
osculation, 

Palliation, consultation, arbitration, 
probation, 

Litigation, separation, desolation, ter- 
mination, 


Ruination! 
—The Circle. | 


A FRUITFUL THOUGHT. 
“There is one thing which puzzles | 
me about those peach-basket hats.’’ | 
‘*Whai is that?’’ 
‘‘How do the women manage to keep 
them in apple-pie order?’’ Baltimore | 
American. | 








| THE LITTLE YANKEE COLLEGE. 


Since the world was first created there | 


has been some wear and tear, 
And little wheels have slipped 
cogs, or rusted here and there; 
So God he built the Yankee, lank and 
| odd to look upor, 
But fit to do the little things 
| needed to be done. 


The Yankee did his duty, but he noticed 
now and then 


. The wages that were offered by the devil 


unto men. 
So, lest his children’s children be lured 
and led astray, 


Said he, ‘‘I’ll build them temples that 


will flout the devil’s pay. 


“I'll carve my high commission into 


tablets made of stone— 

Let the spirit be the master’s and the 
workmanship my own.”’ 

Firm of will, the Yankee builder did his 
work and went before, 

And the little Yankee college acts as 
his executor. 


The little Yankee college, it is shadowed 
now and then 

By mightier machinery for educating 
men, 

But we seem to hear that builder’s 
ghostly whisper, ‘‘I opine 

The little mills grind fewer grains, but 
grind ’em extra fine.’’ 


The little Yankee colleges, God bless 
them, heart and soul 

Each little lump of leaven that leaven- 
eth the whole! 

What need of mighty numbers, if they 
fashion, one by one, 


‘The men who do the little things a-| 


needing to be done? 
—Burges Johnson. 


A tablespoonful of Abbott's Bitters in sweetened 
water is a great aid to digestion. 





SHIPS WANTED. 


Son—‘* Pop, won’t ycu buy me a little boat to race with Willie Jones ?”” 


Pop—** Wait till my ship comes hon 
Son—* Oh, but your ship is much toc 


THE THIRTY-SECOND PASSENGER. 

The thirty-second passenger boarded 
the street-car and paid his fare. When 
the conductor rang up this fare, the new 
passenger peered up at the fare register 
a moment, then turned to the man next 
him, 

‘*Did ye see phat he did?’’ 

**No; what?’’ 

‘*Oi gave him a nickel an’ he rang up 
thirty-two cints!’’—Sunday Magazine. 

A girl is hardly ever entirely satisfied 
with herself unless nobody else is. 


ie, sonny, and I'll give you that.”’ 
» slow !”’ 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 


A GREAT ATTRACTION FOR THE 
FOURTH. 
From the Bowersville Clarion: ‘‘The 
committee in charge of the Fourth of 
July celebration has decided not to buy 
any fireworks, but rather to purchase a 
ton of coal and burn it on the public 
square. This will make the puny cele- 
bration at Jamestown look like a fizzled 
squib when the matter of liberal ex-| 
pense is considered.”’ 


| 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 
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their | 


that | SAN 


| 
| 
25c. a bottle. | 
J 
} 


| 







= 


— rs a friend f mine’h xii 
eo ee Al \ f.\ 
eee NO \\op 
Our American Hospitality 


Is famous the wide world over, and it is from this racial trait our 
national drinking customs have arisen. 
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To heartily welcome a 
| visitor or to entertain a friend has always been regarded as a sacred 

duty. And how can anyone be welcomed better than with hearty 
| invitation to join with you in a glass or two of 


| 


Budweiser 


The King of All Bottled Beers 


This famous brew is ‘‘a friend” of every man who uses it. Not only 
is it a delightful drink in itself but, because of its tonic qualities, it 
is highly healthful. Good barley and hop beer has always been used 
by the strongest and most civilized nations of the earth. 


The Most Popular Beer in the World 


Bottled Only at the 






,Anheuser-Busch SUD WEINER is served at 
all first class Hotels, Clubs 
Brewery and Cafes throughout the 
St. Louis, U. S. A. world. 
CORKED or with CROWN CAPS 





© PCLT ONEC 


If You Haven't Read 
Nervy Nat’s 
Adventures 


you've missed a good share 
of life’s fun. He insists upon 
getting into scrapes. Can't 
help himself. And you're 
glad he can't, for it's a pile 
of fun to watch his manceu- 
vres. He laughs his way 
into your affections by his 


colossal NERVE. 


85c 


Postpaid 


Enjoy a Personally Conducted 
Tour by— 














Illustrations by 


Judge Company 


James Montgomery Flagg 225 Fifth Ave., New York 











It will be appreciated 
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LITTLE JOHNNY AND THE TAFFY ’POSSUMS. 


JOHN AND THE BAND IN DIREST NEED ARE RESCUED BY A NOVEL STEED. 
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1. John and the band returning home 2. Once more they wish they weren’t afloat 
From Africa, no more to roam, In such a sea and such a boat. 
Are shipwrecked in a hurricane John, hunting ‘round, discovers soon, 
An awful storm of wind and rain. Beneath the thwarts, a light harpoon. 
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3. With this he thinks that he will try 4. ‘The shark was safely ‘‘hitched,’’ and now 
lo pierce a shark now swimming by. John ties a stick fast to the bow, 
With masterful and steady hand From which a ’possum hangs in glee 
He hits his mark, cheered by the band Before the shark’s nose, temptingly. 
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5. The shark, in haste that food to reach, 6. Hurrah! they reach the shore at last, 
Pulls forward hard, straight toward the beach. And up the beach they hurry fast, 
John and the band, no more affrighted, And seek a place with flying feet, 
Sit back at ease, and just delighted. Where they can eat and eat and eat. 
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